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NEW ZEALAND STORIES.

The Passing of Nat. -_

A TALE OF THE N.

(By HT.G.)

EW ZEALAND KAURI BUSH.

[The Edilor desirea to announce that New Zealand Storice by New Zealand writers, will be pullished on {hs page regs
larly. The page will be open to eny coniribufor, and all aceepted storien will be paid for at current rales,” Terse, bright

shetekes of Domindon ™ life and people, woven

T does not take long for a mew-chum
awong the Kauri te learn that all
humanjly pgathered beneath the
shade of that wonarch of pines

may readily be claszified into two distinet
spevies. First, the Bush Cook; second,
everybady else! “Cookey"” i3 unique,
while the orbinary mortals who depend
upon lis camp-oven skill may be aub-
divided into the many recognised var-
feties of toiling mankind.

Nat Fallows was no exceplion. He
was, as usual, the very personification
of inconsistency. Though cross-grained
and cynical. he thought nothing of ait-
ting up half the night to rub painkiller
inza the sinews of a lumbago tortured
mate, He was uneducated bub widely
Tead. bony 2nd wrinkled, yet spry as the
Best of ua. In fact, Nat was nt once
rhilusopher andl—drunkard. Hia know-
edze, 23 guaged by the publie school
syltabus, would hardly have sufficed him
to gain a primary certificate, but  have
known him te clench more than one ar-
gument with a gquotation from Locke's
“Human Understanding!” Ruskin, Bacon
Carlsle wers his plarmatea, for he wonld
spend his leisure hours with well thumi-
ed copies of their works for company,
whilst such historians as Froude, Pres-
cott, Napier, and Kinglake were regard-
od by him as perzonal friendsy

Zealand Ktories.”]

His past was, of course, a myutery.
The Eauri shelters many mysteries?
When on rare occasions he let slip a few
worda concerning ihe “days gone by,”
our inquiring looks would portray our
curiosity, and Nat would hastily change
the subject, and pot even the tempting
bait of a bottle of rzm would induce
him to refer again fo what he kad said.
Trespite his few cantankerous ways and

his ever ready sarcastic remarks, we all’

respected Nat, and some of ma loved

him with ihat strange affection possess-’

ed only by men who carry their lives in
their bands aa they go forth fo earn
their daily bread.
use his fists toe, and that accomplish-
ment counts for much in bush eampst
Woe to the green-horn who wilfully of-
fended our cookey. 1 have seen his fong
bony arms shoot out with meteoric awift.
ness, and hiz astonished oppoment would
carry the #rademark of Nat's horny
knuckles for many a day, a3 a reminder
that dexterity in the noble art may cora-
mand respect where social standing fails.

Perhaps the best side of Nat's char-
acter was his hatred of any sign of dis-
respect shown to womankind when we
.indnlged in wild Farns and doubtful eon-
versations, This rather exceptional trait -
became almost & mania with him, and
thougih we never quite mnnderstood its

Xat knew how to.

- grog whisky

in ahort story form, are rcqwired, and should be Aeaded “Nem

cauze nntil the end, we studionsly avoid-
ed any unseemly reference to the gentler
£eX when Nat was present, and 1 think
the old fellow apprecinted this considera-
tion of hia feelings.

I do not for a moment suppose that
his real mame was XNaihamiel Fallows,
but otherwise the details here set forth
to record his romance in real life ara
correct, for ome must believe a mate
when he speaks in dead earnest, and
when truth rings ocut in the dlear erisp
=tatements, and glances from the mem.
ory-searched appeal of tear-diumed eyes,
eres thaf may melt with womanly soft-
nesg when the past claims the thoughts,
but which glare with the rage of the un.
clothed man of old, when the merest
word of chanee may scratch the veneer
of civilisation and expose the untamed
cheler of -Unreason lying dormant be-
neath!

Xat had just returned from the Bay,
his clothes wet through, and hia whole
body quivering, partly from the effects
of sleeping out for two successive nighta
in the soaking wet ti-tree, but more as
the result of indulging in Murphy’s sly-
7, & nameless brand of fiery
and “tissue-destroying tanglefoot that
cost a day’s-wages per quart battleful,
The old man allowed us to belp him into
dry garments, but when we offered him
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fried damper and billy-tes, ke prom
refused, for mlechol and am appetite d
not agree. Hr would not even join us }
s game of euchre, for ha had “blewed
hin month’s cheque, and Kat would meved
“gamble on & mortgage.”

“No. boys, Fil turn in,” he sail. “Bumid
is the place for me. Ill turn In, and
dream of Edgar Allan Poe, and graved
¥Fards, and the mttlin’ of bomeai™ -

“No you won't Nat,” said Qam Joyee,
*“You comse along to the fira first, and
get warmed up a bis befors you go tq
Toost”

“Come along mow,” added the warms
hearted tmshman as Falows showed sigmy
of hesitation. Cam was a sort of leaden
in sur camp. He hed the happy knacle
of sayinz the right thing at the right
time, and of doing the right thing at
the right time, too. He led our shivers
ing “cookey” to our huge earthern fires
place, where A blazing pile of tawa and
dead manuka gent out that cheery glow,
of warmth 30 welcome to those in melans
chely mood. -

“Whr, ye're shivering like a—like a™—
said Yoyce, hesitating for a suitable term
of enmparison.

“Like a epileptic blong-monj, eh, Cam®™
prompted Nat, aa he sank wearily on to
the inverted candle box, our only form
of seat. Cam threw a bush rug over the
old man's shoulders, and returned to hig
game of euchre, while Nat searched iw
the zine lining of the wooden chimney
and drew from iis niche. a’ favourite
pipe—an ancient and blackened clay
dudeen throngh whese abbreviated stem
the owner had drawna many & “Derby™
dream of striking the winner of the Mel-
bourne Cup. s 4 -

“Queer, I can't co-erce theze here fooly
matches!™ he mueitered, vainly endeav-
ouring to sirike a Wwax vesia, and his
ehaking fingers presently sought a live
coal for a pipe light. To have lit a
match for him would snly have provoked
a torrent of abuse, for like most seasoned
old boozers. Nat resented any obvioui
show of sympathy, and omly swore 1=
response to persistent offers of help.

“Confound you, Morgan, shut ihe
door,” he said querulously, #s the one
he addressed looked out at the weathery

Morgan was an inconsequent youth, &
_mew hand at the screw-jack and the Tolls

ing road; he had once defied Nat, and
took a week 1o recover from the effectd
thereof. ) i :
We finished our hands st cands, and
sgewhat dismally drew onr packing-
care geats to the fire, whilst outside the
howling wind and the beating ruidm
threatened to demolish our frail shanty:
The Boss, a decent sort of fellow whose
contracts never paid, drew out a bottle,
whereat Nat gleefully smacked his lips,
but when the pannikin clattered againsé
his teeih, he swore at the palsy. .
*Thanks, Mister Rhodes,” he said, wip~
ing Lis ruouth on his sleeve and glarcing
round the room as he passed the bottle
yound. He was considering whether on
not he would “give us a pitch,” so we
quietly smoked and waited, apparently,
paying no aftention to him. Our poliey
of silence was scon.rewarded, for after
an obvious efort and much fumbling
with matches and pipe, Naé began:—
“Now, you boys, you look melancholick
1 expect s the indigestion, caused b
the bad eookin’ during my furlough.
dunao, but I'm thinkin’ maybe it feels
like near time that my mortal eail began

to shufte itseli off o these old
bones, Anyway, it%e time my
Faarm was  spun. XNat  Fallows

the outside world as
& defunk morepork, and you chaps
see that e remaina so. Shut that open-
ing in yer head yer calls a mouth, AMor«
gan. and listen, all of ye, for I don't ex~
pect the ehanee’ll come again, . . Way
back "in the early days, I wasn't exactly
what ve might call oné o the Sunda’y:—
School teacher type of animal, and sk
one particwlar time, when Her Majesty's
officials was g littla too official and of-
ficivus for my likings, I found it advis.
able to seek retirement in the leafy soliy
tude of the bleomin” bush. Ain't thad
a portical way o puttin’ it, Cam? The
Manris knew me well, I uster help "em
a8 bit when they were sick, you know}
and in my temperairy embarrysment tha
kind hearted beggars pasaed me on frome
tribe ta tribe, and though they knew I
waa “wanted” for & plain unvaraished
case o' murder, they never even hinted
at yielding up my corpus for the sake
oo’ blond money, And that's whet many,
white folks wouldn's have done, melthery
The value sed on my devoled head wa
five hundred quid—Just the value of ¥ _
healthy bet abt w toney racs meetingl
Put after s bit, when things toned d
eonsiderable enough, I worked my
back to civilisation, such an H wa

is as dead to



